^T. 59l                     FOREIGN   OFFICE                           213

distasteful. Then he was off on agriculture, applying the
best modern arts of management to his own farms and read-
ing books on gardens with a mild complaint that " these
matters ... are now become sciences." There were plans
for a new flower garden at Broadlands and hopes of the new
Methodist gardener who went preaching on Sundays,
tempered by an uneasy fear that " he thinks too much of his
sermons to be very successful in his garden." There were
even hopes that year of a runner at Ascot; and the chains
across the stable doors at Broadlands were padlocked more
securely than ever. But the owner found time to raise a
friendly voice in support of Lord Ashley's cherished bantling,
the new Anglican Bishop of Jerusalem. He was heard on
Irish questions also, stating a tolerably Liberal view, marred
only by an inability to contemplate the application of
legislative solutions to the Land problem. Perhaps a pupil
of the economists was bound to utter rather gingerly " the
somewhat absurd term ' fixity of tenure ' "; and he wrote
sardonically to Lansdowne that " no wonder the tenantry of
Ireland are looking with eager anxiety to this Commission ;
they naturally expect that its Result is to be to transfer to
them a Portion of what now belongs to their Landlords;
a very natural object of desire/' But he was prepared
for some diminution of the Irish Church establishment and a
corresponding endowment of the priesthood, " but not for
making the Catholic Religion either the dominant one or an
equally established one. Putting all doctrinal questions
aside, I look on the Catholic Religion as a bad political
institution, unfavourable to morals, to industry, and to
liberty/' Such cool Erastianism plainly belonged to the
Eighteenth Century, and left him sadly averse from the more
impulsive detestation of the Pope for his own sake, which was
becoming fashionable. But the wide assortment of his views
made it a shade unjust in the pugnacious Quaker, who took
his seat that year as Mr. Cobden's Pylades, to write to an
admiring family in Rochdale of Palmerston's " very clever
speech, if there was no country; it would have been very well
at a debating club." The year went out upon them all at
Broadlands. Melbourne and the whole family were there